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Release 


Burying his toes in the warm sand, Dave looked out to the ocean. Waves lapped at the shore and the surf 


broke over his feet in a fizz of white foam. The sun was high and the air was warm. 


Dave wore a pair of baggy board shorts decorated with an outrageous pattern of flowers and waves. His 
hands were wrapped around a surf board, his knuckles white with the fear that ran through him. He'd never 
surfed in his life. Drumming and biking were more his idea of a way to keep fit. His host, however, was a 


seasoned pro and a veteran of the waves. 


Keeping his eyes on the sea, Dave watched as the other man zipped across the waves. With a sigh, Dave 
pottered out in to the water and placed the board down. Hopping on, he began to cautiously paddle out to Eddie. 


It had started as a bit of drunken banter at a party they'd both been at. Despite their history, their paths 
rarely crossed and Dave found himself once more falling under Eddie's mesmerising spell. The other man could 
hold anyone in a trance, his attention to them pulling a person in. Before he knew it, Dave found himself 
agreeing to a surfing lesson. Backing out hadn't been an option. Dave dreaded to think of the ridicule he'd get if 
he hadn't turned up. 


So, on a sunny Saturday morning, he'd driven to the beach to find Eddie waiting for him, two boards strapped 
to the roof of his old car. 


"Ah, there you are." 

Turning his eyes from the horizon, Dave looked to the older man. He had to take a chance to admire him, 
taking in Eddie's bronzed skin and thick, curling hair. His blue eyes twinkled with mischief and Dave felt himself 
sag a little. 

"Go easy on me, Vedder,” he murmured. 


"Have | ever not gone easy on you?" 


Dave paused and turned his gaze back to the horizon. "No, never. So | expect you won't now" He huffed and 


pushed his sea-damped hair away from his face. "Come on then. Do your fuckin’ worst" 
"You know how to stand on a board, right?" 

Dave looked at him and blinked. 

"Grohl?" The other man raised an eyebrow. 

"Nope. No idea," Dave replied. 

"But you knew how to get out here?" 

Dave shrugged. "I've seen Nate do it a couple of times. Looked easy enough." 


"Okay, in that case get your ass back to the shore." 


Thirty minutes later, and with a little gentle persuasion, Dave found himself balancing, mostly correctly, on a 
surfboard. He was proud of himself despite the fact they were still on dry land. He grinned and wobbled a little 


as he kept his ankles loose. 

"Good!" he heard Eddie call. "You're doing great. And itll be good for that ankle you broke, too" 

"That ankle's just fine, thank you very much: 

"It has a plate in it, Dave. IF's never going to be fine." The singer stepped up to him and placed a hand on his 


arm. The small gesture sent a shiver down Dave's spine and he turned to look at the other man. "Ready to go 
back in the water?" 


Holding his breath, he nodded and stepped from the board. Picking it up, he followed Eddie. 


Dave straddled the board, his feet submerged in the lukewarm sea. He looked at the shore and the people that 
dotted it. No one had disturbed them. No one had asked for a photo or an autograph. On top of that, the man 
who sat beside him, had his full attention on Dave for reasons other than a concert or interview. For the first 


time in a while, Dave felt wanted and needed. He felt adored and it warmed his heart. 


"Paddle back towards the shore," Eddie said. "When you see the wave begin to break, steer into it and pull 
yourself up, just like you learned back on the beach. Got it?" 


Dave nodded. "Got it" 


He did as he was asked and kicked against the water. The board bobbed and rocked beneath him until finally 
Dave saw the white curl of a breaking wave. He pulled himself up on to his hands before struggling to get to 
his feet. Dave wobbled and, unable to keep his balance, crashed into the water. 


"Shit!" he howled as he surfaced. 


From beside him, Eddie said, "Try again. Keep trying. Because that's what you do when you fall; you get up and 
try again" 


Dave was frustrated with himself. He was used to things coming naturally to him whether he was working or 
relaxing. Again, he climbed on to the board. Again, he hit the water. His shorts clung to him and his body felt 
bruised by the onslaught of the sea. Pulling himself onto the board, Dave decided to attempt it one final time. 
If that failed, then he'd give up and declare himself unfit to surf. 


Ignoring the older man, Dave huffed as he turned and paddled back out to sea. Pointing himself back towards 
the shore, he scanned the beach before making his way back towards it. He was vaguely aware that Eddie was 


beside him, watching his every move. 
As the water began to curl and foam, Dave went through the motions. Pull up. Push up. Stand. When his feet 
connected with the board, he caught his balance as the sea once more tried to buck him off. But Dave wasn't 


going to give up and, with a whoop of joy, he rode the wave right to the beach. 


When the board skidded through the sand, he hopped off and grinned at Eddie. The other man was far more 
elegant than him, neatly stepping to the shore before he swept up his board. 


"So?" Dave asked. 


"Good. You did good. A few more attempts and you'll be a pro." 


There was something about the sea that washed away any stress that Dave was feeling. The fresh, salty air 
and the piercingly bright sunlight were an anti-depressant like no other. Standing before him was another drug 


he needed in the form of the man who was showing him the freedoms of the ocean. 


Stepping up to Eddie, Dave ran a hand through the other man's thick, wet hair. His own heart missed a beat 
and Dave felt himself tighten a little as they closed the gap between them. Dave gazed down into eyes that 
were as blue as the ocean and as clear as the sky above them, eyes that held so much hope and, at the same 
time, bore the weight of the world Something inside of Dave wanted him to kiss away any pain that Eddie bore 
and replace it with acres of hope for the coming years. But he knew that probably wasn't possible, the other 
man taking on the burdens of those around him. Instead, Dave knew that what he could do was ease those 


burdens and make the world a happier place. 


With the board's leash still around his ankle, Dave wrapped an arm around Eddie's waist and drew him close. 
Not taking his eyes from the other man's, he bent and gently brushed his lips against Eddie's. His heart flipped 


at the soft contact and he smiled as the kiss was carefully returned. 


His lips were still against Eddie's as he murmured, "| could stay out here forever, beneath this 


burning sun. | feel like I've found a home deep within your soul." 


